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With your halo sipping down.. 


When it rains, in the nighttime, the city becomes only smudged colors, shapeless shadows and glittering lights 
doubled by their reflections on the wet dark mirror of the asphalt. 


Its December. It should snow. It shouldn't be raining. The city is now this bleary image consisting of colored and 
sparkling spots - thats what | see through the windshield of my car. l'm driving aimlessly, but l'm searching 


for something. 


Maybe for my inspiration or will to write, whatever that thing was that kept me like glued to the chair with 
my fingers on the keyboard of my laptop, as | lost count of days and hours, whether it was day or night - | 
had an idea that needed to be chained to the paper, my books. And, like with a magic number, there were 
three of them, three books that | wrote before. Three wise men from the East, three witches, third time 


lucky. 


There hasn't been any fourth attempt. My brain was like drained of any ideas. There have been just some 
projects | got involved in But | had the money to support myself; | wasn't that hungry, young aspiring writer 
anymore. Sometimes, though, | thought that maybe that was it, the thing that got me working so restlessly, 
so unstoppable. 


In the same time | knew that this was just gibberish. My gift was still there, buried somewhere, gone on 
vacation in Hawaii, hell knows! And he must have thought the same, since he was still around, like this evening 
when we met in a bar for a few drinks. Another pretext for him to point out to me that | should start writing 
again He - Christian, my publisher, my best friend, and my ex-lover. 


No, no, he doesn't say it directly to me. Instead, he would talk about my life. We would talk about my life. H's 
all about his silences and glances he throws through the thick lenses of his glasses; that's all about him. He 
doesn't judge. He always claimed that he never makes final judgments of character. He prefers to give people 


the benefit of doubt. Or, better said, the benefit of his aristocratic indifference. But there's been no room for 


indifference between us for a long time now. 


| grit my teeth, annoyed. | knew he was right, and that bothered me. | needed to focus. Find some peace. Get 
organized. Get writing again. | was trying to remind myself of how writing used to be fun. Now it was just a 


race towards a deadline, towards an end. And | didn't give a fuck about what end that was. Anymore. 


Oh, fuck! Why did | have to think about him now? About all this? All these thoughts keep chasing me like 
hungry wolves, and | keep running, trying to rid myself of them. | just hop in the car and drive, hoping they will 
lose my trace as l'm in the comfortable, warm insides of my metal monster that protects me from the 


misery of the streets l'm cruising on now. 
Promiscuity. 


That's what he picked on that time. My urge. This urge driving me through these ill-famed streets, filled with 
whores, pimps, junkies, dealers. A part of me identifies with these dark silhouettes of gray walls, scribbled with 
graffiti, the sick streetlights, the shadowed corners, the heavy, rusty iron entrance doors. That part that he 
says will bring me only trouble. That part that gets me to search restlessly. That part of me that loves taking 
risks. That part of me that said it's time to go, so | left him there, in the bar, in his ivory tower from where 


he can emit elaborate conclusions about this world. 

When we were together, he lent me some of his precision and calm. He wanted out when I'd proved that I'm 
still a stray dog at heart and no matter how good | have it, | still need the street where | can get to tame my 
demons but with no strings attached. 


As a friend, he's more tolerant than he was as a lover. 


As a friend, | listened to him more. | yearned to please him. | wanted to behave. Find myself - whatever. Do all 


those self-help clichés. But inevitably, after a few days of bottled up discontentment and misery and 
emptiness, | was finding myself getting dressed and going out at night, my steps finding by themselves the 
same streets | avoided during the day. 


Now, | wonder what is he trying to protect? The man he still loves, the friend, or the one who is a part of 
what brings him the money? 


His intelligence fascinated me, his intellect. | assume my complicated ways - that mix between helplessness and 
self-confidence, between the refinement the education gives to you and that tendency for promiscuity - were 
what drew him to me. 

Promiscuity. There we go, I'm saying it again. 

We didn't actually fight, and | guess | hated him for that. | think | still do. But, one couldn't fight with him. He 
would just draw his conclusion, make a decision and inform you about that. Yet, | still could read that sadness 
in his blue eyes when he was telling me that we couldn't go on like that, that he wanted me all for himself, and 
that | couldn't give him what he wanted, what he needed. 

| tried to show myself that I'm not like that. That | can give him what he needs and that l'm not just thinking 
with my cock, intelligence over matter, and all this philosophical mumbo-jumbo. But finally | had to face it: | can 
only love him as | can love - in my inconstant, fractured way. He was right - as always. 

We turned out to be better at the friendship game. | didn't get myself somebody else. No one qualified to take 
Christian's place. Some cold nights | lay awake regretting horribly not having him in my bed anymore. Some 
other cold nights, | went cruising for a litte bit of pleasure. 

Like that night! 

| won't let you fall apart... 


| didn't see it coming. It felt like a dagger of light slashing my eyes - the front lights of a car coming toward 
me. Millions of sparkles of rain droplets intensified the lights. 


| pulled on the steering wheel and turned to the right. 
"Fuckwit!" 

Then - the bam! 

"Oh, shit!" 

| hoped it was a dog that | hit. 


But then - he stood up. Actually, | only assumed it was a he, at the beginning. It was a tall dark silhouette, 


longish and unruly hair, contoured by the electric light cast from one of the streetlights at a certain distance 


behind him. 


And next - the legs. Long and straight legs. He appeared to wear some boots and some kind of shorts, my 
glance was stuck on those legs, profiled through that light. Nice, long legs wrapped in fishnets. 


He was standing motionless, his palm on the wet metal carcass of my car - | assumed he was staring at me, 


probably even cussing me, but | couldn't see his face. 
Detaching my gaze off those legs, | got out of the car. 
Was he OK? 

He was OK. 


He was wearing something without sleeves. In this cold, rainy night! But those legs - he was tall, slim and had 
those legs... 


He mumbled something, spiced with a lot of "fuck". But he seemed alive. 


| finally could take a good look at him. His face seemed to be smudged in make-up, too much black make-up 


smeared by the rain, his eyes were sparkling, reflecting the streetlights - he must have been wasted. 
| asked him to get in the car. 


He got in the car with me. Near me. He was indeed wearing some sort of sleeveless t-shirt, fishnets and 


shorts. In this weather! 
| asked him if he needed something, 

| wanted to help. 

| wanted to take him off the street and nurse his broken wing. 


He mumbled something, and then he reached out for my crotch, unzipping my pants. He was one of those 
street hustlers. And the words he mumbled must have been about his price. 


| didn't push aside his cold and wet hands that found my cock in no time and started caressing it. He leaned 
over my lap and wrapped his lips - cold and wet too - over the tip of my member. Then, his warm tongue 
touched the skin. | sighed and reclined better, running my fingers through his hair. He worked on my cock, 
taking it whole in his mouth, and then just sucking on its tip, he kissed and licked along my member, pumping at 


the base with his fingers encircling its roundness. He was good at it. So goddamn good! 

| moaned and tilted my head, | closed my eyes - the only thing | felt was how he was working on my cock; | 
could hear the soothing and rhythmical sound of the windshield wipers like a metronome for this moment, my 
moment with him. | caressed his back slowly, through his wet t-shirt | sensed each movement of his fibers, 
his muscles, something so intimate, arousing me even more. He had this sturdy scent, not of cheap cosmetics, 
but of rain, of wet ground, of heated flesh and sweat. | came, long, draining, moaning maybe a bit too loud than 
it's allowed. 

He straightened his back, licking his lips. | put my cock back in my pants and zipped up, as | was staring at the 
windshield wipers making their whole round - the effort to rise, then crossing the glass to the maximum point 
and then all the way back. | didn't even stop the engine, and the front lights were still on. Someone could have 


seen us. Also, | didn't use a rubber and he ate my cum. 


He was staying motionless near me, without saying anything. He was waiting for his money. 

| turned on the light, and then searched for my wallet. | picked some bills and handed them toward him. That's 
when | looked at him. Under that smudged make-up, into those blue, bleary eyes. He wasn't pretty. He was 
goddamn gorgeous! 

"What's your name?" | only managed to whisper, putting the bills on his palm. 


| was breathless. 


He clutched his fingers over the money, pushed the car door open and got out. He closed the door and started 


walking very fast, very determined 

'Listen!" | shouted, pressing the command for the window to roll down. 

| started driving along the sidewalk, and when | got near him | slowed down 
"Hey!" | shouted 

He twisted his head, looking at me through the opened window. 

Why the fuck did | need his name after all? 

"Never mind," | mumbled and pressed the gas pedal 

"Christoph" 


Huh? 


Two more steps and he was entering one of those badly painted doors of heavy iron A club. 
Christoph. 

Maybe it wasn't even his real name. Why give his real name anyway? 

Christoph! 


To be continued. 


Author's Notes: 
Based on lisa_thecat's wonderful "Dirty Story". 


| am the sex that you provide, and | control you.. 


| was picturing the human kind, our city, like one of those termite colonies, where everyone is busy with 
something, going everywhere - everything was this chaotic movement, too fast, hallucinating even, difficult to 


keep pace with. The Holidays, that's what it was about. 


| had my own restlessness, but it wasn't about decorating trees, thinking about menus and invitations to dinner, 
or other such things that we like to waste our time with. My restlessness was pushing me into a search. 
When | was cruising through the dirty and dark streets of that ill-famed part of the city, | was looking for 


someone. Something to put me at ease. 


Only he could do that, though. His silhouette profiled on the background of that streetlight was haunting me, 
the image of those straight, long legs was making my palms ticklish - it was him | was searching for since 


that evening when | almost ran him over with my car. 


It was as if he contaminated me with this strange disease that would make me so hyper, preventing me to 
sleep or even to eat until | had a portion of my drug - him. My brain was overworking, re-playing every tidbit, 
each detail from that encounter; | was scribbling endless phrases, words, like a mad man - but words had 
always been my thing, words always had that gift of soothing my pain and put order into my mind, between 
my troubled thoughts. | wasn't writing anything concrete, | didn't have any specific topic, it was as if | was 
possessed, overwhelmed by all these thoughts flooding me, and one of the ways | could find some release was 


to write. 


| was waiting restlessly for the afternoons and the evenings. Then, | was getting in the car and cruising the 
streets, looking at each and every face, attentively. My heart would skip a beat the second | would see a 
silhouette with straight, long legs, unruly longish hair, walking. But then, it proved that | was mistaken - it 
wasn't him. | was scanning everyone - men, women, transvestites - everyone, hoping that today | would find 


him. 


| knew | was risking a lot - being mugged, being beaten and mugged, being arrested for soliciting.. The fact that 
| wasn't finding him was making me more ambitious, more willing to persevere, more reckless. The thoughts 
swirling through my head weren't even taking a break for me to imagine Christian's face and allure, as if 
saying I'd lost it completely if he'd known what | had been doing in the latest days. Thinking of that would have 
amused me - | always liked to outrage people, especially those that try to make out that nothing can impress 
them. But this time | was focusing wholly upon something else. 


Someone else. 


That man walking slowly on the street in the dark, cold winter afternoon, as if taking his Sunday walk in a 


garden, on a sunny summer day. 


| knew it was him the second | spotted his silhouette - this time he was wearing a denim jacket and jeans. Not 


exactly for winter weather, but a whole lot better than the last time. 


| kept looking at his face with delicate features, and at his blue eyes. He accepted me and got into my car. 
Then, | told him | didn't want to do it in the car, | wanted more. 


He paused for only a second, and then he named a price. It had to cost me more, and we were to go to a place 
| would pay for. | agreed with it all, | didn't even negotiate the sum he said | was to pay. | couldn't, my glance, 
my thoughts, everything in me was absorbed by the blueness of his eyes, by the contours of his face, the 
smell of fresh, cold air emanated by his body. 


It was on the tip of my tongue to call him by his name, but something in the back of my mind was telling me 
that he most likely didn't even remember me. | was only one from too many. My whole body felt like a too- 


tensed spring, ready to explode, to grab him and kiss his lips. But something like that isn’t done! 


| also could sense that | was making him somewhat nervous. Maybe it was those small pauses he was making 
while talking, the way he would turn his face to avoid my glance, but he always was turning his head back, as 
if hypnotized. | could read the word "freak", in my mind, as if typed with huge, black ink letters. But he went 
along. He must have needed the money. My money. He must have encountered even more freakish men than 


me. 
He asked for an advance, which | gave him. 


| started driving along the streets toward this place | knew, where no one would ask anyone about anything. A 


miserable hotel. 


While driving, | kept looking at his face, partly turned away from me, as he was staring out the side window of 
the car. | knew he wasn't staring at something in particular, he was lost in his thoughts, and, damn, | was so 


curious about what was going through his mind at the moment. 


What he had to do? Or maybe whether | would prove to be some violent weirdo? Did he hope | wouldn't keep 


him too long, so he could have someone else for the evening too? 


| liked the fact that he wasn't talking, though. | was never a good conversationalist, | was never one of those 
people that can talk on and on about nothing just to make themselves pleasant in the eyes of the others. If | 
had something | considered worthy to say, | would say it, otherwise - | was happier in the company of my own 


thoughts. 


And these last days - these last days | avoided completely having to talk to someone, anyone. It became very 
hard for me even to ask for a pack of ciggies at the small store on the corner of my street. It wasn't about 
pronouncing the words; it was about the human contact. | was ill. | couldn't name my illness yet, but | was 


acknowledging it was there, in me. 
You are my angel, came from way above.. 
"Take off your clothes." 


He started to undress, slowly, with gracious movements. A few minutes later | was staring at his white skin, 
his smooth chest, his flat abdomen, his shaved pubis, his member. The legs with white skin, those straight, 
long legs. 


"Play with your cock." 


His hand covered his member and he started working on it. With slow, lazy movements, for my eyes to see as 
his cock was becoming hard bit-by-bit, swelling, getting erect. There always has been something about how a 
man's hand looks when he's stroking his cock - those veins profiling through the skin, the movement of the 
muscles and tendons, the otherwise not too delicate fingers with very short nails - all that always made me 


hard, so hard. 


| stood up from the small chair, the only furniture for sitting besides the bed, in that room. | walked toward 


him. 
"Sit," | whispered, and he obeyed. 


| stopped in front of him, my crotch at the level of his face. His hand left his member for a bit, as he started 
unfastening my belt and unzipping my pants. His fingers touched briefly my hardened member, then he started 
licking its skin. From time to time he was suckling on the tip, making me inhale sharply, with each trace of 


pleasure crossing my body. | put my hand on his head, burying my fingers through his black curly locks. 
"Wait" 


His mouth left my cock. | started undressing myself and he helped me. When | was completely naked, | rolled on 
the condom. 


“Turn around." 
Was he prepared? Of course he was. He poured some lube from the small receptacle and then handed the 


bottle to me. He spread the lube over his hole while | prepared myself. He knelt on the bed waiting patiently 


for me. 


| entered him slowly; | felt that grunt shaking his body rather than heard it. | started thrusting in him, and he 
was moaning with each of my thrusts. | thought that he sounded too affected to be for real, and it even 
crossed my mind to ask him to put aside the show. | hated gratuitous flattery, but the sound of him was too 
enticing for my ears. At least it was covering the sounds of slapping skin 


It was making me close my eyes and focus upon the sensations; it was swirling with me, throwing me into the 


depths of my pleasure, getting me on that verge where | couldn't hold it anymore. Then | was cumming in him. 


| pulled out gently, and he lay on the bed. | saw his still erect cock and | thought that at least | should do him 
- if he would allow me to, of course - so | wrapped my fingers around his stiffened member. He did allow me, 


| was his paying customer, after all. 

| wished | could kiss him, to catch his rushed breath between my lips, along with his moans of pleasure, but | 
figured he wouldn't let me. Instead, he kept his body close to mine, rubbing himself against me, clinging onto me 
and breathing into my skin. When he came, he splashed over my chest and abdomen Then he licked my skin 


clean 


| wished | could hold him there, for a few more minutes, just to be there, to enjoy his presence. Instead, | 


asked if | could see him again, while | was paying him the rest of the money. 
Of course | could. Next day? Next day. Same street? Same street. What hour? He named an hour. 
The next day, of course, he was nowhere to be found. 


To be continued. 


Please don't come around, bringing me down, tossing and turning my smiles upside down.. 


| would have given up after the first few rings, but when it's about him | never do. Of course, | had the other 


option - the keys to his house, which | still had since the time we were lovers. 

While knocking on Till's door, then ringing the doorbell, various scenarios were crossing my mind. | didn't use the 
keys from the start because | didn't want to barge in and find him with someone. It was early in the morning 
though. So, | kept knocking and ringing, hoping | wouldn't have to use the keys. 

Why had he never asked for them back? 


| knew Till's habits very well, he wouldn't even wake up that early, so going out of the house at such hour was 
out of the question. What if he'd given in to his mother's plea and went to celebrate the holidays with her? Or 
with that sister of his? No, Till hated Christmas on principle. His idea of celebrating holidays was lazing on the 
couch in front of the TV, while suckling on a bottle of booze. The stronger the booze, the better. 


"OK, OK, knock it off!" His grumpy voice, thickened by sleep, came from the other side of the door, followed by 
the clinking sounds of the lock. "Jesus!" 


| grinned as the door was opened. 
‘Mornin’ sunshine!" | greeted him, and he replied with a humph. "Here's your newspaper!" 


He only turned around and | followed him in the house. He was wearing this pair of briefs and this not too 


clean t-shirt. His hair was all ruffled, and he was moving like a sleep walker. 
"IIl make us some coffee," | said. 
"There's some left in the pot. Just heat it in the microwave," he mumbled heading toward the bedroom. 


| didn't have to watch him to know he had collapsed back in his bed, falling asleep even before his body touched 
the mattress. | figured he might not have slept at all that night. But why, what was he doing? 


| left the newspapers on the small table in the entrance hallway. That's when | saw the pile of letters and 
advertising leaflets and catalogues they abuse people's mailboxes with. This must have been serious if he didn't 
even bother to sort his correspondence. What was going on? 


| heard noises coming from a different room and | figured it must have been the TV. | stepped into the kitchen 
Yes, there was something resembling coffee in the glass pot of the coffeemaker, but green-whitish fluffy 


spots covered it. 


How many days have to pass to get coffee like this? What the fuck was going on with him? Even during his 
worst periods when he got depressed he wasn't that careless with himself. 


| cleaned the pot, searched for that box | knew was stashed somewhere - the box | brought him when we 


were still together, and inside that box, my favorite brand of coffee. Of course, it was still untouched. 


| poured the water and put the coffee in the filter and turned the thing on. Then, | looked around. The kitchen 


was clean, no dishes in the sink. It actually looked like no one had been in there for quite a while. 


| shook my head. Some pieces didn't fit at all in this whole combination. It wasn't as if he'd gotten sloppy; it felt 


as if he wasn't spending too much time at his home. Then, where was he wasting his time? 


Weeks. | hadn't heard from him for weeks, actually, since that evening he left me in that bar and hopped into 
his car, giving me the feeling he couldn't wait to leave me there and go find himself someone to suck his cock 


for a few bucks. 


| stepped into his den and turned the TV off, then stopped and looked around, while listening to the gurgling 
sounds of the coffeemaker in the kitchen. If the kitchen looked clean and untouched, the study room was a 
mess. His computer was still on, while the desk was buried under pieces of paper scribbled with his 


handwriting. He was working on something. 


But the businessman in me didn't find the opportunity to feel happy about this. How come he didn't tell me 
that he was back to work? He was usually a bit superstitious when it came to his work, he hated talking about 
it before even an initial thing was assembled, he thought that it would jinx it and he'd never finish that project: 
But he always told me that he had something going on. Why not this time though? 


| moved the mouse of the computer, and the screen came back to life, but there were no documents open | 
didn't want to search though, it would have meant an invasion of his privacy. | had the pieces of papers 
scattered everywhere around the room. On a chair | spotted a box of some frozen food. So, that's why the 
kitchen was so clean - he would heat food and not even bother to eat it from a plate. What the hell? 


| picked up a page. What was this that got him in such a writing frenzy? But | couldn't make out what it was 
all about from the apparently senseless sentences, which were written between sketches drawn by him. They 


were metaphors, comparisons, and a lot of abbreviations; only he knew what all that meant. 


The sounds of someone walking around the house - the bathroom door slamming, made me drop the paper and 


go to the kitchen | grabbed one of the newspapers and started to read it. 
Till showed up a few minutes later. 


"Heyl" He greeted me on a soft, warm tone, and then he lit himself a cig. "Mmm, coffee," he added and took a 
seat at the kitchen table near me. 


| peeked at him from behind my newspaper page. He just sat there on the stool, placed almost in the middle of 
the room, with his long legs crossed. As he leaned a bit forward, resting on his thigh the elbow of the hand he 
held the cig with, he smoked and looked out the window. Outside the window there were the old trees in the 


garden in front of his house. 


I+ intrigued me. He would usually ask me what | was reading, and | would have answered that it was the 
horoscope. He would laugh and pick on me about my habit of being up to date with the latest developments - 
more bombings in the Middle East, some strike of the public workers in one of the countries of our continent, 
latest statements made by our own politicians. No, this morning he was sitting there, smoking his cig, staring 


out the window and chewing on his own thoughts. 

He looked tired, indeed, yet he had this aura of ... being well. He seemed to have lost some weight as well, but 
his face expressed contentment and .. optimism. He didn't even ask why | was there. Not that | would have 
needed a real reason to be there. But just as a mere courtesy. 

Instead, when the coffee was done he stood up, took two mugs and filled them up. Then he put sugar in one 
and placed it on the table, in front of me. | put the newspaper aside and stared at him. He put the exact 
amount of sugar | always have my coffee with; when we were together, he wouldn't even bother to bring me 
the container with the sugar in it, not to mention put any in my coffee. The reason was that he didn't know 


how much | use. 


"Till, what's been going on with you?" | asked. "I haven't heard from you in weeks, you didn't even return any of 


my phone calls." 
Till drank from his coffee slowly. Prudently. Like he didn't want to wake up too suddenly. 


‘lm OK," he said, finally, on the same soft and warm tone, making me think of those people that find some sort 
of illumination. Then | wondered if he was on some sort of drugs. 


It felt like there was a whole world of things behind that simple "OK". 
"What have you been up to?" | insisted. 


His eyes were watching the empty branches of the tree by the window, as they were bent and moved by the 


wind outside. 
"'ve been out a lot," he replied on the same voice, like in a trance. 
Shit, he met someone! 


"Why didn't you tell me you're working again?" 


That tree out there looked like the skeleton of a prehistoric animal, suddenly come to life. And Till was lost in 


contemplating it. 

"You know | hate talking about my work." 

Then he smiled - a very tired smile - and turned to face me. 

"What have you been up to lately, Christian?" 

| didn't answer, just sipped from my coffee. 

"Did you have breakfast?" He asked suddenly. "We could go out and have breakfast. | think I'm hungry." 
"Till, what's going on?" 

He put out his cig and drank from his coffee. 


"You didn't even tell me what you've been up to," he replied, not annoyed, but almost smiling. "How are you?" 
He asked again. "What are you doing for Christmas?" 


"lim fine." | answered and looked at him getting out another cig from the pack and lighting it. 


‘Ive never noticed how much | miss the leaves in this tree, you know?" he said all of a sudden, looking again 


outside the window. "During summer it's just so beautiful, against this window..." 

God, could he hear himself? He sounded like a stupid kid. Like a.. 

"Who is he?" | asked directly. 

He looked at me, startled. 

"He? Who?" 

"The new guy. The one that makes you go out a lot. The reason you started working again." 

Till sighed, but he kept that expression of calmness and contentment. 

"| didn't tell you that I've started working again because | don't have a particular idea. | don't even know if it 
will be a novel or will be just poetry. Its.." He paused and looked again at that damn tree as if it could whisper 
to him the right words. "It is as if it's a living being, possessing me, and all | can do is take it out of me, put it 


on the paper. When | put something together I'll show you. It's quite wonderful, actually.” 


And his eyes were sparkling as he was telling me all that. He was talking fervently, gesticulating. That's when | 


figured it out. The bastard was in love! 


To be continued. 
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And | dont get too attached too much anymore; it's a different world.. 


| had these moments when | was thinking of that old movie about the old, rich guy falling in love with a 
cabaret dancer. | thought that it was about me. 


If | didn't find him the next day, | went there the following day, and cruised the streets until | spotted him. On 
his corner, waiting to pick up a client. | didn't ask him what happened. | felt too stupid for that. And | didn't 


want to spoil my chances of seeing him again. 
Why? 


| got to see him then in the following days though. For a few hours a day he was mine. And, for my money, he 
would smile, he would cuddle with me, he would do anything | asked. | was already thinking to buy him stuff, to 
help him to get out of the situation he was in (| assumed it wasn't quite the most desirable thing in the world 
to sell your body like that, risking so much). | was already thinking of asking him to see me in other 


circumstances as well, even to come to my house. 


There were the days when he didn't show up. We didn't actually have set a place and an hour. | would just 
drive around until | found him. Some evenings though, | wouldn't find him. It was the worst. It was as if | had 
inside me this creature made of fire that was fighting to rip me in two. It was consuming my heart and my 


lungs; it was making me feel | was slowly losing my mind. That was when | was seriously thinking to take 


further this thing | had with him, to talk to him and ask him to accept my help. 

"You weren't on your corner yesterday" 

"| didn't feel like going out," he would reply, invariably. "I had enough money.” 

Was this the truth? Who was | to keep account, anyway? He didn't owe me any answer; he didn't owe me 
anything as a matter of fact. But did it even occur to him how | felt in those days, in those hours, like I'd been 


thrown inside the cage with my own most fierce demons, and those demons would rip my flesh piece by piece? 


During our first encounters he would call me pet names. | assumed that this made his clients feel good The 


short-term illusion that they were the "stud", "baby" or "love" of this gorgeous guy. | asked him to stop. 


"How should | call you then?" 


| gave him my name. My real name. Till. 


He didn't comment at all. | wondered if he thought that this was my real name or | had this kink about being 
called this way. 


| always wonder too much about too many things, | know. 

It was as if | was living only for those few hours | got to spend with him almost daily. To have his hands 
touching me, his lips kissing along my body, his blue eyes to look at me, and only at me. That smile, the way 
he'd lower his head when he was starting to smile, as if a bit embarrassed, the dimples he made when he 
smiled. 

To have him on top of me, as we lay on the bed, while he kissed along my chest and abdomen. 


| loved running my fingers through his dark, curly locks as he licked and suckled on my skin 


| also kept wondering, and soon the questions started crawling out. | wanted to know more about him, how did 


he get to be a callboy, couldn't he find something less risky to do for a living, and such. 


He took me in his mouth, the sudden wet touch of his tongue surprising me. | curled my fingers through his 
hair and pulled gently. 


"You'd rather suck my cock than talk about yourself, eh?" 
He laughed quietly, but didn't let go of my cock. 


"You know, it doesn't always have to be sex," | said, but he continued licking along my member. "I just enjoy 


being with you." 


He straightened his back, rose to my level and placed a kiss right above my left nipple. Then he stretched out 
and got the condom and the lube. 


| grabbed his shoulders and made him look at me. 

| mean it," | said looking directly into his blue eyes. 

His blue eyes.. He turned his glance to the right. He turned his glance to the small pack between his fingers. He 
kept his glance lowered as he ripped the condom wrapper. He kept his glance on his hands, as he was rolling the 


condom over my erection. Then he lifted his head and smiled at me. 


"I know," he said. "But first I'm gonna fuck your cock" 


He lubed himself, and then he coated my member with the oily substance. He straddled me, and carefully slid 


my member into him 


| leaned my head, trying to look into his eyes. What was | looking for? | couldn't read anything on such a 
beautiful face! Beauty is the perfect mask behind which anything can hide. 


Christoph rode me like a cowboy from hell. My hands held him and squeezed his lean thighs, my nails digging 
into his perfect flesh. His abs were contracting in a fascinating way as he did that obscene, yet graceful dance 
on top of me. He sighed and moaned; my glance left his face and | stared at his huge erection thinking that | 
wanted to take care of that too. And | did. 


| came, long, inside him. He leaned over me, and then slid by my side in bed - he was just as exhausted and 
sweaty as | was. | started kissing his chest, and then went lower, over his flat abdomen. My breathing was stil 
rushed, | was still a bit dizzy, but | continued suckling on his skin until | got between his thighs. Those heavenly 
thighs that | worshiped so much. My shrine. | could have started a new religion based on my devotion to those 
smooth, white thighs. 


| wanted him to feel good; | wanted to see him cumming - fighting that battle with his own body and then 
having to surrender with long moans. | thought of using a condom, but | dismissed the thought. | wanted to 
taste him. So | started kissing, licking and suckling over the skin of his erect member. Each of his squirms 
under me, as a new trace of pleasure crossed his body, each slight breath and sigh, his fingers running 
through and tugging at my hair, all these were just stirring me more. And when he came, | swallowed, again 


thinking that | was risking big time, but | didn't care. 
Then | lay by his side, took him in my arms and listened to the quickened pace of his heart. | felt good. | was 
at peace. It didn't matter about the poor and dirty motel room we were in; the bed with a headboard of iron, 


resembling rather a bed in a hospital 50 years ago, or the stained sheets. Having him there, his warmth, his 
silky skin | was drawing invisible patterns on, his eyes and his beauty, that was enough for me. 


But what about him? 

"Kt felt so good," he whispered staring at the ceiling. "You're so good," he added. 

| wondered how much his compliments were worth. 

"| have to go.” 

He sat up, breaking the veil of warmth embracing our cuddled bodies. | felt cold and covered in sticky sweat. 


To be continued. 
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Tainted by the naked eye... 

"Christoph who?" The guy at the bar grumbled at me. 

It was one of the gay clubs | knew he hung out in, picking up clients sometimes. 
"Tall, dark, curly hair, blue eyes.." 


"Listen!" The guy said on a low, blunt tone, as he leaned over the counter a bit. "Who the fuck are you? The 
cops? Fuck off, | know no Christoph!" 


| sighed, frustrated, and walked out in the street. It was getting dark, really, really cold, and the streets were 
almost empty. People had better things to do. It was the second day in a row | didn't find him and | was getting 
really furious. Only a few days until the next year would start, and | was getting more depressed by the hour. 
| didn't even feel like drinking. | wanted him. | needed him. 

| stopped near the car and opened the door. 

| took out my mobile and threw it on the dashboard. 

| felt something like a poke in my ribs. 

"Give me the wallet, watch, and keys to the car, asshole!" 


| froze on the spot. Now, this was getting too much. To get mugged like this! 


Something like a flame burst in my chest. That was the last straw. All | had to do was to turn, smack the face 


of the idiot behind me, and then see how many more there were. 
"Listen, you fucking..." 


This blow on the back of my head threw me to the ground, and | almost hit my temple on the metallic edge of 


the car. 


A tank hitting me in the stomach - | was breathless. 


"Why the fuck can't you just do what you're told, you asshole? Huh?" Another kick in the chest, even though | 
was trying to protect myself with my arms. "Why the fuck do you have to start drama?" | opened my mouth, 
trying to suck air in, but | couldn't. My body wasn't listening to me anymore, my lungs were deprived of air, | 
knew it, | felt it, because | was breathless, yet, | couldn't inhale. Another kick in the head taught me the lesson 
to keep it as covered as possible. 


"Hey! Leave him alone!" 


The two pairs of legs battering me halted. | was trapped between two pairs of army boots and the opened 


door of my car. 
"| said leave him alone!" 


| knew that calm voice that was getting closer. It was him. How the hell did it happen for him to be around 
here at that moment? 


| moved slightly, not daring to start to stand, in case they'd turn and kick me in the face or some other place 
as | was getting up. But the two guys didn't turn to me. They took one step away. Then a next one, then 


another and another, leaving me there. 


"Oh, shit!" | heard his sigh near me, and then | felt him trying to help me stand up. "Oh, shit!" He sighed again, 


looking at my face, once | got up from the ground 

| hurt My arms hurt, the back of my head, the side of my head, my chest, my shin. 

"Weill put you on the other side, and lI drive," he said. "Ill take you home" 

"No," | grumbled and touched my face. | wasn't bleeding; my nose was intact 

"Ok" 

| pushed his hands aside and took my place behind the wheel. My head was throbbing, but it was more about 
this heavy, blunt feeling | had in me. The humiliation. Being so helpless, at their mercy. That was the worst 
pain. 


"We could go to my place. Its not too far from here, and closer than your home," he suggested on a barely 


audible voice. 
| didn't look at him. | lifted my hand and touched the back of my head. 


"Are you sure?" | asked. 


He didn't answer, just climbed in the car, on my right. 
I still recall the taste of your tears.. 
"Get out! Go score your shit elsewhere!" 


Christoph kicked the pile of rags that covered a human body sprawled on the stairs of this semi-abandoned 
building. He didn't lie - he was living pretty close to the place | got beaten up. 


"They get stoned here, then they shit and do other stuff on the stairs," he explained to me. "It's not nice when 
you come home at night and there's not much light here," he continued chattering as | was following him 
through the dark labyrinth of narrow and smelly hallways. 

Did he live there or did he bring me to finish what those two had started? 

And why was he chattering like that? He wasn't usually so talkative. 

"Here it is," his words put an end to our apparently pointless wander through that creepy place. 

His place - just as poor as the outside, but cleaner. At least he had a clean towel to wet with cold water and 
clean the blood off the back of my head. His arms made a circle around me, thus bringing him closer to my 
body, so | could feel the warm gentle breeze of his breath on my skin. His scent - cold air and a bit salty - 
invaded my senses, intoxicating me, luring me. 

‘Its your fault," | said quietly, saddened, exhausted. 

"How come?" He asked, focused on removing the mud from my face and hair. 

"If you would have been there today, this wouldn't have happened." 


His hand halted in mid-movement of applying the cold fabric over my swelling corner of the eye. 


‘lam not at your disposal.” He said on a calm, but icy cold tone. "If | want your money, | go out on the street. 


Your money or anyone else's, as a matter of fact" 
| swallowed this lump in my throat. 
He continued applying the wet, cold towel over the bruises on my face. 


For about a minute or two | let him nurse my wounds. | closed my eyes so | wouldn't be forced to look at his 


face. 


Then | opened my eyes. 


He wasn't looking at me; he was focused on wiping mud off my temple. 
"So, what we do here is strictly business? Those few hours a day..." 
"Uh huh," he replied, not stopping. 

"Then tell me how much | owe you for today, | have to go now." 


His hand stopped moving. His blue glare pierced through me. He let his hand fall alongside his body. He squinted 


his eyes, his face losing that expression of indifference. 

"You know that it isn't what | meant," he said on a soft voice. 
"Then?" 

He shook his head, then lowered his glance and sighed. 


"Why do you have to..?" But his voice broke, as he looked again at me. "What do you want from me, Till? You 


act like you own me. You're after me every day. What do you want?" 

| looked back at him. And | smiled. He was looking back at me, startled. That's when | reached out, put both my 
hands on the sides of his face and brought him close to me. | grabbed his lips between mine and | started to 
kiss him. He remained still, frozen on the spot, as my mouth was tasting, suckling and licking the tender skin on 


his lips. Dry and soft. 


But then | had to let go. To leave the warmth of his lips. To detach from the kiss, to straighten and to back 


away. He remained still, looking at me as if hypnotized. 
"I'm sorry," | whispered and motioned to step aside, to go, to leave him and that place. 


He lifted his hands. He placed his palms on my shoulders, and brought himself closer to me. His lips touched 
timidly my lips, but | opened my mouth, welcoming his kiss. 


To be continued. 
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The me that you know.. 


The door opened, and Till appeared in the threshold. For a few seconds he looked at me as if an alien had landed 


right then, at his door. 

"Hello to you too, Till," | said, thinking that maybe it wasn't exactly the right time to pay him a visit. 
"Hey, Christian," he greeted me and opened the door wider. "Come in" 

| could come another time, you know," | said. 

"No, it's ok," he replied, turning and starting to walk. 


| entered the house; | closed the door behind me and followed him. He was wearing nothing but a pair of 


shorts, and was barefoot. Also, he didn't exactly look like he just woke up. Then? 

"Did you get rid of them?" Came this other voice. 

Till stopped at the entrance of his study room as if waiting for me, and when | got near him, he stepped in, 
making room for me. That's when | could take a good look at his face, when he turned to me. But only for one 
second, because then he looked in a different direction. Somewhere inside the room. 

"Cover yourself," he said the moment | entered the room. 

First | thought | didn't hear right, but then | turned my glance and | saw him. He was just putting on one of 
Tilts shirts. Those beautifully drawn face features, those blue eyes and the longish, black curly hair, the white 
skin.. 


"Christoph, this is Christian, my publisher and friend. Christian, this is Christoph," Till made the introductions. 


He smiled then Warm, extremely friendly, beautiful, bewildering.. He stood up, with gracious movements - he 


was perfect. Perfect face, perfect smile, perfect eyes, perfect legs, perfect body - | hated him. 


He shook my hand and then walked out of the room, excusing himself that he should go dress up. | wondered 
how much about him and me did Till tell this guy. 


"What do you want?" Till asked. "Coffee, a beer, something stronger?" 
"No, l'm fine." | replied and took a seat on the couch where Christoph had been sitting before. 

"Ok," Till said and sat down too, on the chair near his desk "How have you been?" 

| looked at his face again 

"Just great,” | answered. "I see that you've been busy," | added on a blank tone. 

He couldn't restrain that lewd smile. That's when | realized what looked so wrong to my eyes - the fading 
trace of a bruise sprawled at the end of his left eye, stretching to the temple and the bone of his cheek 


What the hell? 


Again, he hadn't given any sign that he was alive and well for quite a while. Just one day | was sent the first 


draft of his new book. 

| heard the bathroom door and then the water of the shower. 

"Where did you find him?" 

| was curious. | didn't dare to ask about the bruise. 

"On the street," he answered quickly, on a cheerful tone. 

| assume | looked at him a bit awkwardly. 

"L almost ran him over with my car," he added. 

"Always a romantic." 

He laughed shortly. 

| knew he was sleeping around, he had flings that wouldn't last more than two weeks, but to actually bring that 
someone into his house and, more, to introduce him to me, this meant it was serious. Of course | had to find 
out more. 

"He's young and pretty," | said. 


No wonder Till would forget about everything and everyone, including his best friend. No wonder he was so 


keyed up; | couldn't compete with him, that beautiful boy. 


"Yup." 
"And what's he doing?" 


Was he doing anything else, besides being pretty and making a man like Till fall head over heels for him? Did he 


actually work for a living? 

"Uhm, well.." Till hesitated and sighed. 

Yeah, | knew it. He's here to suck on Till's money. 

"He's working on the street," he answered, his face wearing an expression of fake embarrassment. 
"What do you mean? Like the garbage man or..2" 

"No, he's a hustler." 

"Are you..?" | almost exploded, but then | stopped, swallowing the rest of the sentence. 
| looked at him, hesitating to ask him to repeat what he had just said. 

"Are you out of your fucking mind?" | whispered. 

Till only shook his head, smiling. 

‘Is he tested?" 

"He's not some sort of new drug, you know," Till chuckled. 

"What the fuck is wrong with you?" | hissed. "Do you have any idea..2" 


| stopped again All the thoughts in my head were running like the speed of light through my skull, colliding and 
bumping into each other. | didn't even know what to start with first. 


"He's ok," Till tried to assure me. 

He looked so calm, so relaxed, so warm and so at peace with himself, like I've never seen him before. Till had 
always had this trace of sadness in his blue eyes - those eyes that made me fall for him, and to forgive and 
forget many times in a row his moments of messing around - even that trace was gone now. 


"Yeah, maybe he's clean. And he'll clean you of your money. Are you fucking insane?" 


Till laughed. 


"He'll get his friends to break into your house and rob you. Or he'll kill you, and then rob you." 

Till laughed even harder, slapping his knee with his palm. 

"It is called senile dementia. You are not responsible for your actions anymore." 

Till was highly amused. 

"You're an old fool in love with a hooker," | muttered and stood up. 

| couldn't believe it! 

"Well, let's not exaggerate," he replied softly. "So, what do you think about the book?" 

Yes, the book. Shit! 

"Well." | hesitated, because | felt that if | were to pronounce those words, | would have thrown up, knowing 
that those pages were inspired by that man's beauty. "It's excellent" | managed to force myself to say it. "It 
impressed the hell out of me. And you managed to write so much in such a short time. | mean, it's not like 
you. But I'm really glad to see you back at work." 

It was the truth. And | hated it too. 

The world started to revolve around this new guy, with his innocent face and blue eyes. | wanted to see him, 
face to face. To tell him. To warn him to watch his moves, to be careful about what he was doing, because Till 


might have been dumbstruck by love, but | was vigilant. And | would have my eyes on him. 


"I still have stuff to do on it, but you'll have it back soon," | added. "Ok, | have to go to work Give me a call 


sometime, so | know you're still with us.’ 
| stepped out of the room, followed by Till. 
"Yeah, | will," he mumbled behind me, as we walked to the door. 


Did he give Christoph what he was writing to read? Or did he read for him out loud, with that husky and 


enticing voice of his? 
We stopped at the entrance for a few seconds and looked at each other. 


"He will destroy you, Till," | whispered, knowing that beyond anything else | was right. No matter how well they 


got along, that kind of relationship would never work. 


"Christian." 

He said only that, looking at me, his face wearing a sad smile. It was me who put an end to our relationship. | 

was the one who decided that | could bear better a life without him as a lover, rather than always wondering 
where he was, why he wasn't answering his phone, who he was with .. 

"How long since he moved in with you?" 

| was curious again. 

Till frowned and then burst into a short laughter. 

"He didn't move in with me.." He replied shaking his head, as if | was a dumb kid saying something really naive. 
"How did you get that bruise?" | dared, finally. | pointed toward my temple, though. 

A guilty look crossed his face. Then he lowered his glance. 


"| drank a bit too much one evening," he said. 


| looked at him, wondering if he was telling the truth or lying. If he was lying, then there must have been some 


connection between this new guy and Till's bruise. 

He raised his gaze, looking back at me. 

"Well, take care," | said and stepped out. 

"Thanks, you too," he answered and drew a tired smile. 


| threw him one last look, turned and walked down the two steps from his entrance. | walked into the street, 


and didn't look back. | didn't want to see him disappearing into his house and closing the door. 


| felt that nauseating taste in my mouth then. | didn't hate that boy in there. Actually | would have even tried 


him at least once, because he must have been a feast in bed just like he was a feast for the eyes. 


| hated Till. | hated him for giving this boy something | didn't think he was capable of. Hell, even he wouldn't 
have thought to be able to feel like that for someone, and to actually want to be only with that person, and 


not to give a damn about the rest of the world or about what anyone else would think. 


To be continued. 
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The world was on fire, no one could save me but you. 


Christoph didn't make any comments about Christian's visit. Only once he added that he felt sorry that his 


presence there, in my house, made my friend jealous. 


"Do you think he's jealous?" | asked him, surprised first by the fact that he'd notice such details, and second, 
that back then it didn't occur to me that Christian might have felt that way. 


| might be mistaken," he replied. "But, then again, it's not my business. Sometimes | talk before | think," he 
added quickly. 


It felt weird back then, because Christoph hadn't been in my house except two or three times; and just in one 
of those moments it happened that Christian had come to see me. But sometimes coincidences are what they 
are, coincidences. And Christian wouldn't call to announce he was coming to see me, because he knew | wouldn't 
even pick up the phone. 

"We had a thing together," | said, looking straight into Christoph's eyes, digging hungrily for his reaction. 


But there was none. Of course. | wondered how | could be such an idiot, what the fuck did he care? Why 
couldn't | focus, and why was | just letting things dribble out of my mouth? 


"Have you ever thought how it would be for you to have a different life?" | asked. 

His blue eyes threw me this stern look 

| mean, not having to sleep with guys for a living." 

He shifted in the uncomfortable motel bed. He rose and sat on the edge of the bed, turning his back to me. 
"At least this way | have my freedom," he muttered. 


| stretched out my hand and caressed his naked lower back with the tips of my fingers. He'd been a few times 
at my place, but he still wanted the hotel rooms. 


"What kind of freedom is that?" | asked, moving closer to him and placing a kiss right on the spot my fingers 


had just caressed, 

"L can do whatever | want. Especially with my body. If | want to suck some guy, | do it. If | don't, then | don't." 
| rose and sat near him, my face near his face, my eyes fixing the glance in his blue eyes. 

"What if he forces you?" 

He looked at me, startled, breathless. 

| stood up and lit myself a cig. 

"You're an educated man, with money and a good situation, Till," he said on a soft voice, behind me. 

| turned and stared at him. He lowered his head, avoiding looking at me. 


"And you're an intelligent guy, Christoph," | replied. "You'd be way better living with me. You wouldn't have to 
risk." 


‘lm not something for you to save from Hell or from myself," he said on a low tone, almost threatening. 


| watched him lying back on the bed. Spreading his body, as if offering it to me, stretching out his arms all 
over the mattress. All | had to do was to walk over and take it. 


"| don't ask of you anything in return. Just come live with me, and not fuck for money." 
"What if | wouldn't like it?" 
He was staring at the ceiling. He didn't even turn his head on the side to look at me. 


"Well, first you have to give it a try and then see," | replied, almost delighted with myself that | had answers 
for everything. 


My eyes were seizing his shapes, each line on his contour; his slim and straight thighs, the way his cock was 
resting against his leg. 


"Why?" 
"Why what?" | asked. 


"Why do you want me? Can't you find among your people with money, education and nice houses someone to 


love and to love you back?" 


"Who talked about love, Christoph?" 
We both remained silent for a few seconds. 


| realized | was naked and freezing. | looked for my clothes, and picked them up. | started dressing, while looking 
at him from time to time; how he laid there, sprawled, as if crucified on that bed. 


"Til?" 
mia 

"You know those guys that bashed you back then?" 

The guys who tried to rob me. | sat on the edge of the bed, so | could put my socks and my shoes on 
ee 

| stood up and put my t-shirt on first, then my shirt. | picked up my watch from the nightstand 
"What about those guys, Christoph?" 

"Well. 

He kept looking at the ceiling and talking as if | was up there, not near the bed. 


| wanted to make you leave me alone, so | talked with them to rob you and beat you, so you wouldn't come 


looking for me anymore." 

| squeezed the watch in my palm. My impulse was to throw it at Christoph, then jump on him, bash his face 
and not stop until his blood covered me. | squeezed the watch even harder, then started to put it on It took 
me a good few minutes. 

"You're making fun of me," | pronounced, when | thought | could talk without losing it. 


"No, I'm telling you the truth," he whispered and rose in the bed. 


| picked up my coat and put it on. He might have done other things, but he hadn't lied to me. At least until 


that moment. 
"You wanted to get rid of me," | said, forcing my voice to sound as calm as possible. 


He nodded ‘yes’, fixing me with his blue eyes. 


"| assume you want to get rid of me now too, since you're telling me this, whether it is true or not" 
"| dont know," he whispered. "I guess |." 

"Don't bother," | hissed and brought out my wallet 

He stood up. 

| picked some bills out and threw them right into his naked chest 

"Don't worry, | won't bother you anymore. You were right" 


| almost ran out of there. Did he call for me? Did he ask me to come back or did he just cuss me? | didn't 


have when and how to hear. 


| was already out, on the street, looking for a cab, thinking about Christian's words: | was an old fool in love. 


Blinded by it. 


To be continued. 
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Make it stop.. 

The world was a sick place. And | was contaminated and seriously ill 

In the following days all | did was just stay in my house and drink. To get myself so drunk so | wouldn't hop 
into my car and go searching for him. | would have found him, covered him in kisses and told him that | wasn't 
upset with him, that | wanted him. He could have been the worst serial killer on the face of this planet; | still 


would have wanted him. 


If | hated someone, if | was upset with someone, that was me. Yes, me, for being so stupid, for falling for 


someone like him, for... 


Every day | would repeat each of the charges | found myself guilty of, every hour of every day, as | was 
forcing myself to stay drunk, as | was wishing, hoping, that maybe | wouldn't wake up the next day. 


| was brutally woken up early one morning by Christian's voice. 

"What the fuck is wrong with you, Till? What happened? Your boy-toy left you?" 

"No, | left him," | groaned with a thickened by alcohol voice. 

"So, | guess, you were celebrating.” 

"Cute," | mumbled rolling on my stomach. "Now, fuck off, | want to sleep." 

"Ok, before falling back to sleep, listen to me, Till” 

Clanking sounds, then cold, and a fresh breeze of air - he'd opened the windows. 

"Shit, man," | grumbled. 

"Till, | sent your book back long ago. | didn't get any sign from you. It's the best stuff you've ever written, I'm 


not going to let it get wasted like this. You have to finish it, and then you can do whatever you want. Drink 
yourself to death, whatever. But first, you're going to finish this." 


| made an attempt to rise on the couch | was sleeping on, but it was too much of an effort. 
"| can't," | whispered, feeling all the flesh shivering on me, and not because | was cold. 

"Oh, yes you can!" 

"Poetry is for fags," | muttered, covering my face with my arm. My head was throbbing. 
"Oh, Till, im shocked!" Christian mocked me. 

"Who the fuck reads poetry anymore, these days?" | pleaded my case on a feeble voice. 


"Fags," he replied. "I think you should either stay with your mother or sister until you're done with this book. 


Or, you could come to my place." 
"Uh huh," | mumbled, squeezing my eyelids. | was starting to feel sick 
"Till, I'm serious. Get off your ass or l'm going to beat the shit out of youl” 


| removed the arm off my eyes and stared at him. He'd said it on a very threatening tone. He actually meant 


it! Before realizing it, | burst into this loud laughter. 


Christian was skinny and had the consistency of a twig. One of my arms was thicker than both his legs put 
together. 


His reply surely amused the hell out of me. As a result, | got off my ass, as he asked me, showered, put on 
clean clothes and packed my bags. | went to my mother's. 


| stayed away from the booze and finished the work on that book | sobered up and | buried myself in work, 
trying to ignore that dull pain in my heart. 


It wasn't a collection of love poems; it was as if Christoph triggered this thing in me that gave me the ability 
to dig deep into the hidden chambers of my soul and my mind, pick from there sadness and happiness, 
thoughts and feelings, and mould and polish them, like the jeweler does with raw diamonds. | knew it was good 


stuff, and actually | was proud of it; but it was me there, not some cold, detached perspective over the world. 


It was the me that was brought to the light by him. 


| didn't clear my mind during that period | was away, but | finished that book, and started working on 
something else. | didn't tell Christian about the new project. | didn't even call him while | was away, and | didn't 


answer any phone calls, either. 
y ph Ils, eith 


There was also the dream. | had this recurrent dream about a moth trapped in an electric light ball. The 
electric light was switched on - thick, contagious and dirty yellow electric light - and the moth was struggling 


in its cage made of glass until it died, either of exhaustion or fried by the heat. | never really knew. 


When | finished my work, | only e-mailed it to him, then packed my bags and went back home. | had absolutely 


no idea what | wanted to do from that moment on. 

When | think | can overcome, it runs even deeper.. 

It was the first night | went out since | got back The days had become warmer, and so had the nights. 
Everything turned green, soft colors and bright light. But | couldn't find in me the strength to face the world 
outside until that night. 

| couldn't even get drunk; maybe becouse | didn't feel like it. | just cruised the streets, watching the nightlife 
from the safety of my car. When | got tired enough, | returned home. It was the hour when some wake up to 
go to their jobs. | was planning to sleep and then continue working. | had loads of ideas already. 

| was so preoccupied about those ideas actually that | didn't see him until the moment | got to my entrance 
door. | couldn't distinguish his features, but | knew it was him the moment | spotted his silhouette sitting on 
the steps. 


| stopped and looked at him for a few seconds. It was still dark outside, but | saw when he lifted his head to 


look back at me. 

"Mornin Christoph!" 

"Hey Till," he whispered faintly. 

| could sense him waiting. Waiting for me to tell him to fuck off. 

"Would you be so kind to move over? | want to open the door," | said and stepped toward him. 

He stood up slowly, picked up what seemed like a backpack and walked down the steps, making room for me to 
pass. | unlocked the door, opened it, got inside the entryway and turned on the light. Then | turned to see him 
standing there, outside, in the alley. 

"Aren't you coming in?" | asked, and watched him start to walk slowly, with stiff movements. 

Where were his feline-like steps and all that gracefulness? 


Then he entered the house. He closed the door behind him and turned, facing me. 


That's when | saw it - the split on his lip, the black bruises spread over his face like a cancer, the swollen eye 
that he could barely keep open. 


"What the fuck happened to you?" 
He didn't answer, just stood there, staring back at me. He still had dried blood on his clothes. 


"You should be seen by a doctor.." | whispered, but he shook his head slowly. In his situation, | wouldn't have 
felt like going to the hospital either. 


"Ok, put that down and come in," | said. 

He did as told, and followed me into the lounge. He sat down on the couch without even waiting to be invited, 
but | didn't mind. | didn't know what to think or how | should take this whole situation. | had the impulse to tell 
him he got what he deserved and to throw him out of the house, so he'd feel what it was like. But | was sure 
that if | were to welcome him here, | would have been the first human being to treat him decently in a long 
time. On the other hand, | wanted to take him into my arms and hold him there, never to let go, to feel the 
sturdiness of his flesh, his scent of earth and salt, and his warmth. 

I'm gonna have something to drink. Do you want one, too?" 

He didn't answer; he only threw me this tired glance. 

| waited a few more seconds. 

"Ok, then," | said. "If you want to, go take a shower, change your clothes, and sleep a lil. You look like shit" 
Somebody should take care of those cuts and bruises, | was thinking. | lit myself a cig. 

"May | have one too?" He asked on this dry tone. 

| handed him the pack and the lighter. 

"Aren't you going to ask me what happened?" He questioned then, after he lit himself a cig too. 

"Was it your friends again?" 

"No," he whispered and exhaled the smoke, while he was staring at something on the floor. 

| waited a few more seconds, but | realized he wasn't going to elaborate on his answer. 

"Ok," | said then. "Christoph, | didn't sleep at all tonight, and l'm tired as shit. You need medical care, but 
obviously you don't want any. Do whatever you want then, my house is your house too. But now I'm going to 


sleep," and | took a few steps, to go to my bedroom. 


"Some kids decided it would be funny to beat the shit out of a fag," he said on a soft tone, behind me. | 


stopped. "You're not going to give me what | deserve for what | did to you?" | turned to face him. "How can 


you just receive me in your house and..?" 
He halted his speech. | was staring at him, at the obscenity of those marks, swells and bruises on his white 
skin. His neck was covered by purple palmprints, the fingers on one of his hands were swollen too - he was so 


damaged, so tainted. 


"If you expected me to chase you away, why are you here then?" | asked, feeling this rage inside me as it was 


growing. 
| wanted to get my hands on whoever did that to him and destroy them physically. 


To be continued. 


IX 


Author's Notes: 

Based on lisa_thecat's wonderful "Dirty Story". 

With a perfect you, we fit perfectly... 

A car pulled up at Christoph's corner and a guy asked him if he was available. Christoph got in the car, set 
the price with the guy, and the guy drove to some dark alley. That's when the others showed up, dragged him 
out of the car and started beating him. All he could do was to try to cover his face, so he wouldn't get that 
damaged. They left him there, in the gutter, jumped in that guy's car and fled away. 


He was telling me this while taking his shower. | was standing in the bathroom and looking at the bruises, cuts 
and swells all over his body. | wasn't even bothering to start thinking things over, to make the logical 
connections and analyze to figure if he was lying or not. | didn't care. | decided not to care, and take things as 
they were. And hopefully | was to end up safe and sound. 

| was staring at the fluid layer of water running down his skin and shapes. | felt the impulse to go to him, 
start kissing each cut and bruise on him, and when | would detach my lips off his skin, the respective spot 
would be healed. The cuts would close and the bruises would fade out. 

"How is your book going?" His words brought me back to reality. 

| lit myself a cig. 

"Are you hungry? Do you want to eat something?" | asked instead. 

"No, | just need some sleep." 

At least he didn't have any broken bones or anything like that, | thought as | was watching him turning off the 
water, stepping out of the shower and drying himself with one of my towels. | was observing all those little 
gestures of his, the way he lifted his arm to dry his armpit, the way he drew the towel between his legs, to 
dry his inner thighs. 

When he put the towel around his hips, | stepped out of the bathroom. 


"You can sleep in that room," | told him, pointing to my spare bedroom. 


"You don't want me in your bed anymore?" He whispered. 


| glared at him for a few seconds. 
"Sorry," he said lowering his head. "I know | look like shit and.” 
Icel 


"You can sleep in my bed if you want to," | told him and went to the kitchen to bring him ice to put on the 


bruises on his face. 

He was there, naked, in my bed. 

| gave him the bag with ice, and | started to undress. Then | laid in bed, near him. | drew my face closer to his 
skin | could pick the scent of my own shower gel on him, but he still smelled like himself. And | just loved that. 
Actually, | was so overwhelmed by the fact that he was there, again, near me, that | was like paralyzed. Only 
somewhere in the back of my mind | could hear Christian telling me what a huge mistake | was making. 

The devil was giving me a nice gem for my soul. And | was happy with the trade. 

| was aroused, but | didn't feel like having sex with him at the moment. | would rather have sat somewhere by 
myself, to chew all this over in my mind, think and sort every aspect about this turn of events. But | was too 


tired. | needed to sleep. 


So, | allowed him to wrap his arms around my torso, laid my cheek on the top of his head, feeling on my skin 
his still damp hair, and closed my eyes. | didn't care. | didn't want to care. 


When | woke up, it was late afternoon, and he was still sleeping. | got up, got dressed, had my coffee and then | 


sat in front of my computer to work. 

When | heard him moving in the house, it was already dark outside. Then, | felt his arms embracing me from 
behind and his lips planted a dry kiss on the nape of my neck. He laid his head on my shoulder, continuing to 

embrace me. 

"You don't have to seduce me, to stay in my house," | said, keeping my gaze on the screen of the computer. 
He didn't answer, just planted another kiss on my neck. 

"How are you feeling?" | wanted to know. 

"Great, actually. Just a bit sore, but fine, otherwise." 


| could have grabbed that opportunity, but | didn't want to. 


"| have work to do," | said, instead. 


He got the idea and freed me from the embrace. He placed a third kiss on my neck and then wandered out of 


the room. A minute later | could hear the TV from the lounge. 


| got back to my stuff, and he didn't bother me for a while. But, as | was focused on my things, in the back of 
my mind was like this second brain asking questions about him. What now? What were his intentions? How long 
would he stay? Did he lie or was he telling the truth about how he got beaten up? What if he'd call his friends 


and...° 


At one point | heard him moving in the house, again. Then, he brought me coffee and a plate with food. He 
didn't say anything, just placed a kiss on my shoulder and left again 


Was he really planning to prove to me that he was worthy of keeping, so he could carry out his plans, 
whatever they were? Or was he just like that, period? 


When | got really tired and bored, | asked him if he was coming out with me for a beer or two. Of course he 
did. And we went to a pub. We had a few beers like two good buddies. There were some people staring at his 
bashed face, but that was all. 


After | told him about my book that was to be published very soon, and about my work in general, | asked him 
about his plans. He wasn't sure about anything yet. He wanted to change his life. He was too old for that kind 
of living he'd had until a day before. He had some money saved, he was thinking of getting a job, even if it 


would be minimum wage, because he didn't know how to do much... 


| was just sitting there, listening to him with my eyes half closed, like | would have listened to some song | 
really loved. | wasn't listening to the words, just to his voice. | was wondering how long it would last, how much 
| would be allowed to enjoy his presence near me. How long until he decided he could do even better or that he 


was more comfortable with the life he lead until he got bashed? 


He didn't even have to search for a job or such, as far as | was concerned; | could have been the sole 


provider, but | couldn't tell him something like that. 


Meanwhile.. The moment the entrance door to my house slammed closed behind us as we got back, we were in 


each other's arms, kissing fervently until he moaned in pain caused by his bruised lip. 


"Sorry," | whispered, but his hands pulled my head, bringing my mouth closer to his and we started kissing 


again. 


| finally got the chance to kiss his body inch by inch, to feel him, to wrap myself in the warmth of his 
touches and embraces. Bruised and sore, he was still able to handle me well. Then, when he fell asleep, | 
sneaked out from the bed and went back to my computer to work a bit more. But | couldn't focus - too much 


had happened in such a short period of time. 


| had a coffee in the kitchen then, trying to sort my thoughts, staring at that tree outside and watching the 
dawn. | had all these questions, suppositions and scenarios in my mind, but, overall, | had this feeling of peace 
and serenity. 


When | went back to bed, the sun outside was making the curtains on the windows to look almost golden-yellow. 


He didn't even wake up, just moved in his sleep, welcoming me into his arms, at his chest: 
In my dream, | saw again that moth held captive in a light ball, struggling to its death. 


Then, from the time we woke up until the afternoon, we spent almost all day in bed, having sex and dozing on 
and off. In the afternoon | had to go to Christian's office to discuss with the publishing house the details of 
my new book. Of course, | barely paid attention to them, and let him do most of the talking on my behalf. 


When we were left by ourselves, | told him about Christoph; | don't know why | did it, | just thought it was 
proper of me to do so. At least he wouldn't have a shock the next time he paid me a visit and found Christoph 
there too. He didn't react as | was expecting him to. He only said: 


"At least you seem To be at peace with everything now, including yourself." 


| didn't waste time to question him about what he meant by that; | had to rush back home. Of course, on my 
way back, | couldn't stop wondering whether | would still find Christoph there. 


He was there, watching TV and listening to my 1940s music collection..waiting for me. | asked him again how he 
felt, and he said that aside from the bruises and the soreness he was really fine. He looked better, too, and 


more relaxed. 


So we went out for dinner and a couple of beers. Then, when we got back home, as | was unlocking the door, 


he leaned and rested his body against the doorframe. 
"What happened?" 
"Just a bit dizzy. Must be the beers." And he laughed. "I'm a bit tired after today's ‘activities'," he added. 


| was tired and sore too. | didn't do any work; | just cuddled with him in bed and slept. | woke up the next 


morning, very early actually. | let him sleep as | went and had a coffee and worked a little until he woke up. 
g; very ear'y y P P 


| couldn't resist his advances, his touches and his kisses - we had sex right there in my den. Then he said he 
was going to clean himself and he headed to the shower. He asked if | would join him. | told him to go first, | 
would be there shortly. 


Sometimes we're stubborn about doing small things that don't actually have any importance, but at that 


moment, they seem to us that if they were not done, the world would stop spinning or something. 


| saved the document on which | worked. | heard a sound in the bathroom. 
"Is everything ok?" 


He must have dropped something. | closed the document. | walked out of the room. | went to the bathroom. | 


could hear the water in the shower. 
| opened the door. 


| saw his body lying there, and the hot water pouring pointlessly in the shower, because no one was to use it 


anymore. 

"Christoph?" | whispered, kneeling near him and taking him in my arms. 
He was unconscious. 

"Don't do this to me, man," | begged him. 


To be continued. 
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Author's Notes: 
Based on lisa_thecat's wonderful "Dirty Story". 


Í stayed, on this track, lost my way, cant come back. 


| was watching the ambulance assistants, how they were performing all those maneuvers on him - | barely 
withheld my impulse to chase them away, to make them stop damaging his beauty. 


They were asking me if he was on drugs. They were asking me about his bruises and cuts. 


| could barely talk; | was whispering, calm, lost. It was as if almost everything in me was shut down. | wanted 


to react somehow, but all the strength for that was gone too. 

He died a few minutes after they got him to the hospital. 

A clot on his brain. Most likely he got it when he was beaten a few days before. 

| was looking into their eyes as they were telling me that | couldn't have known, that no one could have, and | 
wanted to strangle them. To squeeze their throats, see their faces turning purple, and see their lying tongues 
poke out, as they'd gasp for air. | knew very well it was my fault. My fault 


| should have taken him to a doctor for a check up right then, when | found him sitting in front of my house. 


My first phone call was to Christian. | listened to the long rings at the other end of the line, and then the 


voice mail started. | didn't leave any message. 


| went downstairs for a smoke. It felt so improper to see that it was a bright sunny day outside. To see people 
coming and going, each absorbed in their own life. 


My phone started to ring. It was Christian. | turned the thing to silent and continued to smoke my cig. 


| hated him so much in that moment. | hated everyone in this world so much in that moment. | hated them 


for being alive, while Christoph was dead. 


| was looking at each and everyone that was passing by me - | was waiting for the devil to come and offer me 


a deal; anything to have him back! 


All the hands of hope have withdrawn Could you try fo help me hang on? 


And | am still waiting for him to offer me a deal. Maybe it's him that I'm searching for, when | get these 
moments of restlessness and | hop into my car, driving through the city. 


Its December again, this year it rains again, instead of snowing. | can sense some sort of panic in people's 
voices by now when they talk about global warming and how the weather is really screwed up. What l'm 
thinking about is the long way from Hell to the world of the living - he could get his loved one back with only 
one condition: to not look at her while they were walking away. Of course, he couldn't refrain from twisting his 
head to make sure she was walking behind him while they were on their way back to the surface of the Earth. 
Would | be able not to repeat the mistake, if I'd be offered this deal? 


| was the one who arranged and organized everything for his funeral. Of course | had to deal with the police 
too, because of the marks on his body and the circumstances of his death. But | didn't mind about anything, 


the costs, the innuendos, and everything else. 


Christian offered to help, too. | didn't tell it to his face, that | couldn't stand his presence. | only asked him to 
take care of the stuff regarding my new book, which he actually did. | couldn't stand anyone's presence; but 
him - there was this irrational thought in my head blaming him, blaming his jealousy for what happened. 


Christoph's family was contacted as well, and | had the opportunity to see them. That's when | understood why 


he preferred to run away from home at an early age and live on the streets. The classic story. 


His things.. he didn't have much in that backpack He had some money though, which | left there with his 
things, not knowing what to do with it, thinking that one day | would figure it out. There was also a letter 
addressed to me and stamped already. He didn't say much in it, except that if | was reading it, it meant that 
something must have happened to him. He only wanted to thank me and to let me know how much he 


appreciated that | was so kind to him. 


My book.. was a success. | traveled around, promoting it, which was good for me, forcing me to keep my mind 
focused on other things, smothering a bit of the pain. It wasn't actually a pain, it was more a paralysis of my 


soul. As if | was sedated, yet very lucid. 


When | got back home | started to work and got involved in more and more projects. My forthcoming book was 
only one of them. All| did was bury myself in work, to keep my mind busy, to get myself so exhausted that 


when | got a few hours to sleep, | would just collapse in bed and not even dream. 


But | did dream, from time to time. Of him, too. He would sit on the edge of a bed; on his naked torso would 
start to appear these weird bruises, shaped like the dark patterns on the wings of a night butterfly, until they 


covered him completely, like a camouflage. 


| couldn't even drown my sorrows in alcohol. | didn't feel like it. | only stepped back away from the world, a bit. 
| didn't need anything anymore. | didn't need anyone, either. | kept even Christian at a distance. And | still keep 


him away from me, interacting with him only on matters related to my work. Maybe one day | will tell him 


that he's a really good friend, and that | appreciate everything he does for me, even if | never show my 


gratitude. 


Its been almost one year and half. Last year's holidays | spent with my relatives, thinking that one doesn't 


know if he'd see them again the next time. But | don't want to repeat the experience. 

So, here | am, while others are busy with their holidays stuff, I'm cruising the streets searching for 
something. For someone. Hoping that it is him - that tall guy, with slim body and long legs, walking on the 
sidewalk like he'd be on a sunny Sunday afternoon.. No, it isn't him. | drive forward. 

| think | lost my mind a little back then But | don't care. 

| don't even pick anyone up, most of the times. It is as if I'm scared of the mere contact with another human 
being. | just like to observe them from my dark corner. | do my rounds, | watch the people, I'm observing 
them, each and every detail about them, but this is all. Rarely do | go further. 

Observing people like that does good for my work, though. 


Sometimes | don't even take the car. I'm risking to get mugged, stabbed, shot, killed - | don't care. It doesn't 


make any difference to me. 

When | feel like having a drink | go into a club, just like this one, sit at the bar and place my order. Then turn 

and look at those inside - most of them are so young. I'm not the oldest in this place, but, again, | don't care. | 
just look at their bodies moving under the frantic flash of the lights and in the rhythm of the pounding music. 


"The coffee is mine," | hear near me. "Think the beer is his." 


| turn, and see this guy sitting at my right. Black spiky hair, hypnotic blue eyes, beautiful face, nicely built 
body. 


He smiles at me. He has one of those smiles meant to melt anyone on the spot. How was it? He wasn't pretty. 


He was goddamn gorgeous! 
Never seen him here before. 


He pushes the beer bottle on the counter toward me. What a happy coincidence - the bartender mixed up our 


orders! 
"Thanks," | say and lift the bottle as a salute, and then | have my first sip. 
He smiles again. 


"ım Richard," he introduces himself. 


| look at him and then millions and millions of questions start rising in my head, swirling around like those 
Amazonian butterflies migrating. The next second, though, I'm chasing them away. 


"Nice to meet you Richard," | reply softly. "l'm Till." 


~~ The End ~~ 


